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SOUTH DAD 


I remember when I was 
both actor and acting 
director for a church play. 
By “acting director,” I 
mean that no one was in 
charge and I alone tried 
to make the production 
great. The others were 
“older people,” 
too busy with 
“jobs” and “life” 
to focus on 
scripts. I was the 
perfectionist teen 
who, besides 
memorizing lines, 
spent ten minutes 
a day refining his 

. character's 
quirks: tap a foot 
to show impa- 
tience; talk on 
the phone like 
no one’s in the 
room; despise 
spicy food—things that 
might never be seen, but 
I knew. them, because 
perfection was my goal. 
Acting; cooking; geome- 
try; it didn’t matter. 
Whatever I did, I aimed 
to be perfect. 

That’s why I hated it 
when someone pointed 
out that I wasn’t. One 
rehearsal, I and the others 
were running lines, and 
my character demanded 
an “expresso.” One 
woman stopped me, held 
up the script, and asked 
what was written. I 
repeated, “Expresso.” 
The lady gave a smile 
that said, “Ain’t he just 
the darndest thing?” and 
corrected me. “Espresso, 
honey. No ‘x’ in there.” 
On the inside, I was furi- 
ous. It was like a stage 
curtain fell down before 
my eyes, blinding my 
vision with red. I remem- 
ber glaring at the ground 
and thinking, “Wow, real- 
ly, Lady? You’re correct- 
ing my mistake while 
flubbing your lines? 

What a hypocrite. 
You're as bad as the quiet 
guy who won't use the 
microphone. Y’all need 
to fix your own flaws 
instead of harping on 
mine.” 

That was my inside. On 
the outside, I was far 
more polite. Though still 
seeing red, I turned away, 
gave a snide little, 
“Maybe that’s how my 
character says it,” and 
moved on. I don’t know 
if they caught my oh-so- 
clever jab about how she 
and the rest of them 
weren’t developing their 
characters enough to 
know when they'd mis- 
pronounce a word 
because they’d never 
once heard it properly 
said in their whole life, 

+ but I relished giving it. 
Ignore the fact that I 
never said “expresso” 
again. 

That’s one example of 
the painful situations I 
endured during that play. 
Here’s another. We were 
rehearsing. My character 
paced, saying something 
extremely important. 
Don’t ask me what it 
was, I can’t remember. 
Anyway, Lady 
“Espresso” was supposed 
to interject, and I was to 
continue without 
acknowledging the com- 
ment. Only, Lady E. for- 
got her line and stood 
there, silent. 

Being a great actor, I 
knew I could improvise. 
As they say, “The show 
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must go on.” Her line 
wasn’t important, and my 
monologue could contin- 
ue without it. I waited 
maybe three seconds and 
then continued my 
speech. 

That didn’t fly for one 
guy. He’d 
been on 
my case 
since day 
one. Good 
or great, 
he found 
flaws in 
every- 
thing I 
did. And 
he criti- 
cized only 

me, the 
perfec- 
tionist 
teen pro- 
ducing the best perform- 
ance of his life. I heard 
later that he had authority 
issues or something. He 
“felt threatened” by the 
others and took out that 
aggression on me, the 
non-threatening kid. I 
don’t know if it was true, 
but it made sense, 
because that day, he 
interrupted my mono- 
logue to say I messed up, 
that I needed to keep 
going if Lady E. didn’t 
say anything. (Take note 
that he didn’t say she 
messed up.) 

If I burned at “espres- 
so,” I was ready to 
explode over this. End 
scene, “Good Child 
Patiently Persevering.” 
Cue red curtain. 

Set scene, “Obliterate the 
Ingrates.” 

Nevertheless, I refused 
to let my mental tirade 
escape to the exterior. 
Instead, I calmly stared at 
the guy and told him that 
I knew what I was doing. 
If Lady E. didn’t say her 
line, then I would wait 
three seconds to see if 
she could pick it up. If 
she didn’t, then I would 
continue, just like I did 
right then, in front of 
him, without needing his 
critique. Thank you very 
much. 

I thought Id been quite 
civil. The other guy 
glared at me and said, 
“Don’t be a smart***.” 

I hope you appreciate the 
asterisks shielding your 
eyes, because I know I 
would’ve loved such a 
filter. This was, in fact, 
the first time someone 
had ever cursed at me, 
quite an unexpected 
development. I was 
completely unprepared 
for coarse language and 
felt the red curtain fall. 
Here he was cursing at 
me, the only one trying 
‘to get things right! What 
was with him? 

Then it sank in. For the 
first time ever, someone 
had called me a “bad 
word,” and he did it at 
church, the safe haven of 
childhood. Goodbye, 
virgin ears, so sad to see 
you go. 4 

I’m pretty sure I ran 
from the building and hid 
under a tree. I might’ve 
called my mother, in 
tears, and asked her to 
pick me up. I felt violat- 
ed, my blanket of inno- 
cence torn away. The 
world was cold without 
it. 

The guy called the next 
day to apologize. Why 
wouldn’t he? He’d cursed 


at the good Christian kid 
who'd done nothing but 
try to make a play 
perfect. He was 
obviously in the wrong, 
and he knew it. 

I was glad he knew it. 
Being the merciful boy 
that I am, I forgave him 
on the spot. After all, the 
Lord’s Prayer says, “And 
forgive us our debts / As 
we forgive our debtors” 
(Matthew 6:12 [NKJV] ). 
Part of my perfectionism 
includes perfect obedi- 
ence to God. If he says to 
forgive, then I’ve got to 
forgive. If I wanted to 
live harmoniously with 
the people around me, 
then I had better drop my 
enmity before it became- 
caustic. I succeeded at 
allowing reconciliation to 
occur, and that guy and I 
have never had much of a 
problem since. We pulled 
off the play, I got compli- 
mented on my great 
acting (“You almost 
looked like you were 
crying! Wait, you actual- 
ly were? Impressive.”), 
and now I know how to 
say “espresso” correctly. 
I told myself that it all 
worked out. 

That was years ago. 
I’m twenty-four now, and 
looking back, I can see 
how much enmity I failed 
to drop. Take the espres- 
so thing. Lady E. was 
genuinely trying to help 
me. Maybe she was a bit 
condescending, but I was 
the adorable perfectionist 
teen oblivious to his 
flaws. Instead of accept- 
ing the help, I spewed a 
snide comment, a viper 
biting her heels. Shame 
on me. I ought to have 
grown from the criticism 
and worked to better my 
acting, and if I had to 
vent frustration, I should 
have used love instead of 
venom. At the least, I 
should have begged 
forgiveness, just like the 
guy who cursed at me. 
He admitted his flaws. I 
ignored mine. 

And from where did 
that frustration come? It 
was built-up bitterness. 

I, the perfectionist, felt 
wronged by those who 
wouldn’t or couldn't try 
as hard as I did. That was 
an unreasonable expecta- 
tion, though they did 
have their own failings. 

I failed by keeping count. 
Sometimes, we don’t 
realize how many “debts” 
pile up in a day. Maybe 
someone curses at you, 
or drops your coffee, or 
flubs a line, or picks on ` 
you. Or maybe someone 
looks down on you, 
thinking you're not trying 
hard enough. Perhaps my 
unreasonable expecta- 
tions were why that man 
felt “threatened” in the ` 
first place. These might 
seem like small frustra- 
tions, but they can grow 
like snow on a mountain, 
collapsing in an 
avalanche that buries 
everyone in cold fury. 
The curtain closes and, 
blinded to kindness, our 
own kindness blunted, 
we miss the mark and 
spit acid at our audience. 
I know that’s what I did. 
Letting the debts pile up 
is the crucial fault. We 
might be tempted to take 
Jesus’s words too nar- 
towly when he declares 
that if someone “sins 


against you seven times 
in a day, and seven times 
in a day returns to you, 
saying, ‘I repent,’ you 
shall forgive him” (Luke 
17:3-4 [NKJV] ). It’s a 
great point. If someone 
asks for forgiveness, give 
it. But what if they don’t 
ask? I’ll look back at 
Lady E. for that. She 
never returned my 
venom, I’m pretty sure 
she forgave me without 
my asking for it. I think 
she knew that letting the 
debts pile up would 
swamp her, and so, if 
perhaps not for boundless 
love then at least for the 
sake of her own sanity, 
she chose the path of 
mercy. 

In the same way, I 
don’t think Jesus is 
saying to hold grudges if 
others refuse to ask for 
reconciliation. Bitterness 
can kill. It’s better to give 
it to God, along with our 
worship and sins and 
devotion and skills. God 
wants everything that he 
paid for, including those 
daily debts. Rest assured, 
he can carry it all without 
fail. We'll feel a lot 
lighter without them, and 
perhaps, free from that 
red curtain of rage, we'll 
be able to see people 
through his eyes. How 
much better might the 
play have gone had I not 
been caustic towards my 
fellow actors? How many 
exhilarating rather than 
frustrating memories 
might I have held? I can 
only imagine. 

I am a tragic 
perfectionist admitting 
his imperfections. I still 
struggle with the snowy 
mountain, but God is 
good. He can grow us 
through our failings, and 
this is no exception. PII 
keep working on 
forgiving my debtors. I 
hope you’ll forgive me 
if I flub it up before you. 


Luke Adam Marshburn 
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studies creative writing 
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Central Florida and 


aspires to be an author of 
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A lover of God, family, 
and fire-breathing 
dragons, Luke tries to 
spend his time filling the 
world with joy no matter 
what hes doing. 
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Rosa Mae 


Mrs Rosa Mae (L 
Bradshaw, 91 years 
passed on October 4 

A Georgia native | 
longtime resident of 
Homestead/Florida. 

Funeral service w 
held October 20, 20 
11 a.m., at the Chur 
God Inc., 29 Elm St 
Statesboro, GA 304 

Final rites have be 
entrusted to: 

Hill's Mortuary, Inc 
58 Packinghouse R¢ 


Statesboro, GA 304: 
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